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jaw. Gradually, old tricks, subtleties not entirely
lost, returned to him. His shots landed in unexpected
places. Rookwith's straight game was baffled, and
Rookwith himself grew more and more violent and
overwhelming. . . .

Norton won the set.

They mopped their brows and shook hands.

"You play a poisonous game, Norton/' Rookwith
gasped.

"The flower of my wasted youth," panted Norton.

"Devilish clever, all the same/'

"Practice. While you were killing niggers, I was
trying froUs."

Flanders said: " When it comes to a game of tennis
or a woman------"

He stopped short. "Hello, my dear/1 he exclaimed
cordially. Behind Norton's back a door had opened.
Lady Flanders stood there, with the martyred expres-
sion of a discontented person virtuously repressing
ier discontent but determined not to let the fact pass
unnoticed.

"Oh, there you are, Harry," she said: and then,
"Why, Lord Norton, how hot you look!"

"This is Lord Rookwith," Flanders announced,
rising.

Rookwith bowed.

"We've been playing tennis," he informed Lady
Flanders confidentially.

"Indeed!"

"Yes, Lord Norton has been beating me/'

She turned her pathetic, pseudo-helpless gaze upon
Norton.

"Have you really, Lord Norton?"

"Luck, Lady